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do my wife and myself the pleasure of supping
with us ? I conclude, you, like ourselves, are de-
tained here till to-morrow morning/'

I haye seldom enjoyed a meal more than that
supper in the wilds of Siberia, for, apart from the
fact that we had tasted no solid food for two days,
our new friends were capital company. Madame
had left school in Paris only seven short months
before, to marry the gay soldier, whose military
duties called him to the dreary convict settlement
of Nertchinsk, in Trans-Baikal. " Tin drole de
voyage do noces, u'est-ce pas, messieurs," said he,
laughing heartily, while his poor little wife, who
looked tired to death, tried hard to screw up a smile
at the joke. A. good supper and two or three
glasses of Kiimmel, however, worked wonders, and
a merrier party could scarcely be found than we
were that night. It was such a relief to meet a
fellow-creature with whom one could converse
without racking the brain over Reiff's dictionary and
dialogue-book, and we chatted away far into the
early hours. While the Cossack enlarged upon
Petersburg and its delights to Lancaster^ little
Madame V. and myself had a long talk over the
delights of Paris, the opera, the " Bois," Sara Bern-
hardt, and a thousand other subjects connected with
the beautiful city so far away. She was a bright,
plucky little thing, though worn to a shadow, and
haggard from constant travel and fatigue. I could
not help wondering how long that pretty face and
expression would last in dreary, desolate Nert*
cbinsk.
Madame having retired to rest (tucking up on